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& curt order,

Telograma and mossages coassd,
In the lull Conover fumped to his
fost and began to walk back and
forth. Mia big hands were clenched,
his head thrust forward, his whole
muscie-bound body tense.

Then began & viclent ringing
from the long-distance telephone in
the far corner of the room. Conover
pleked up the recelver, grunted a
question. then listened, For nearly
five minutes he stood thus, the re-
ceiver at his ear, hia broad, freckled
fags Impassive saave for a growing
fire In the pale, alert eyes. A grunt
of dismissal and the recelver was
hung on its hook.

Conover crossed the room, threw
himself into 4 big, creaking chalr,
cocked hig feet on the window slll,
drew out and lighted a fat cigar. The
tongeness was gone, His whoie heavy
body was relaxed. He smoked me-
chanleaily and let his guze rove with
dull inertness over i(bhe blank wall
ucrosy the street, He was resting as
bard as he had fought.

A clork timidly opened the door
lsading from the puter offces,

“Mr, Caine, sir,” ventured the em-
ployee, “He says he'—

“Hend him in,” vouchsafed Conover,
without turning his head,

His eyos wera still fixed in unsec-
fng comfort on the wall when his
guest entered. Nor did he shift his

ance  withutt visihle reinctance,

& newcome: seemingly was used to
his host's lack of eordlalty, For, fa-
voring Conover with a slight nod, he
deposited his hat, gloves and stick on
tha ubleland lighted a cigarette be-
fore speaking.

Conover surveyed the well-groomed
figura of his visitor with an alr of
disparaging appraisal that reached
its climax as he noted the cignreite,

“Here!™® he -uvuld. “Throw
away that paper link between fire
and a fool, and smoke real tobacco.
Try one of thess cigars If you want
to. They'll it your mouth a lot bet-
ter. Why does A grown man amoke
g—

“This grown man" replied Calne,
uaruffied, “has o way of doing what
he chooses, I came to see it you
wers ready to go to your exccution?®

“Execution, ch?" grinned Conover,
*Well, It's Just on the booka that thers
may be a little axwcutin’ done, up
there. But I won't be the gent with
his head on the block., Bealdes, you're
an hour early.”

o know I am. It's an ideal day for
my work, So I haven't dons any.
left the oMee ahead of time and came
to see If I could lure you into a walk
before we Eo to the club, You don't
seem much worrled over the out-

come.'

“Why should T be? 'l win. I al-

/8 win"

‘%?#bnu\'t‘r." snld Calne, observing his
friend with the condescendingly in-
terested alr of a visitor at the Zoo, e
1 had your sublime coneelt I'd be Frea-
ident of the United States or the
yiehest man in Ameriea, or soma
othar such odlous personage Whose
shoes we all secretly fear we may
pome diy MIL"

“President? Richest man?' re-
peated Conover, mildly attraoted by
the dual Idea, “Glve me time and
1'll likely be both. P've made a lttla
etart on the second already, to-day."

“Won another fight? queried Calne,

“Yes, a blg one, The biggest yot,
by far”™

“Nothing to 4o with Steelold. 1 sup-
pose!” suggested the visltor, i nota of
real coneern J;errint through his cus-
tomary air of amused calm,

“All about Steclold” roturned Cone
OVET, “The Independent Steelold
Compuny s inearp'rated  at  last,
Cap'talized at™

“Tha Independent! That means a
alump In our U7, 8, Kteelold! You oall
that winning o fight? 1 thought"——

“You'd ba botter off, Caine, it vou'd
teave tho thinkin' part of these things
to me. Thinkin®' is my game, 'Nnt
yours. Yon tulk about ‘our* 17, 8.
Steolold, You seem to forget 1 swing
seventy -twa per cent, of the stock
and you own Just what T let you in
on.u
wNaver mind all that! Interpoasd
Caine. “It the Independents nre band-
ed together thoy'll moke things warm

A

fur'.\'nt enongh to cnuse ANy l\urrr
eall for electric fanws, 1 KOOSR,
chuckled Conover, it wvou'll stop
shinkin'' o minuie or two nn' lisien
o me, 'l try 1o sxplain, An® m 1vho
1 dun hammer into your head a fow
of the milllon things you don't know
ahoul finanoe, Maoro's Ll den.

pulll up the Steelold Trust, aan't 17
And Blugarda und g erowd wha had
been runuing a buch of moasly third.
gate Nipaliod companies, set up A
#gueal heontuse 1 eould unders I e

(1o on,” urged Caine. "I know all
that. You needn't takes a running
start with your lesson (o high finance,
We'l takeg It for granted that 1 read
at least the newspaper 1 own, and
that 1 krow Blicurda has been trying
to orgunize the independent come

anles agninst yon, What next?”

sWaoll, they're organized, Only Bla-
carda didu't do I A high-souled
philanthrople  geerzer  that waorked
throug!t tgents, Jumped in an® com-
bined !l the Independent companies
agalnsy ug an’ got ‘sm ta give him
full voring power un all their stoeok,
Tyt themselver into his hunds en-
tirely, vou wee, for the fight ngsinat
my Eteelold Trust, Then this noble
hearted trust buster incorporated the
Independents, The deal went through
to-doy. [ got final word on It Just
now. The Independents nre organs
jged, The votes on every share of
t eir“ntuck Is in the contrgl of one

THE FIGHTER

A Romance With a Strange
Hero of the Battling Breed
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CHAPTER 1.

Caleb Conover Wins.

HE red-haired man was fighting. \
He had always been Oghting. The square jaw, ths bull neck i /
proclalmed him of the battling brecd; even bafore one had scope
to note the alert, light eyes, the tight mouth, the short, broad - A —
hands with thelr stubby strength of flnger, —

In prize ring, In mediasval battle ficld, in longshore tavern, Calod Con- SA— J
over would have slugged his way to supremacy. [o business he won as g
readlly—and by llke mothods. His was not only the force but alse the |
supreme craft of the fighter, Therefore he was president, instead of bouncer,
in the offices of the C. G. & X. Rallroad.

It was not rallroad business that engrosssd Conover as he sat at his
deak one day In early spring, tearing ofen a ceaselens seriea of telegrama,
seribbling replies, ringing now and then for A messenger to whom he guve

{ ‘learn  nothing, forgel nothing' panembers it. But they remember it 10 be polog over one of the books

l‘l‘he Day of Rest .., By Maurice Ketten
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"An' '(hat oms mans® resmed
n' ne man, resum
the Fighter, *happens to ba Caled
Conover,”

“Put," ths dumbdfounded
Cains, “] don't underatand.”

“Caine” protested Conover, gently,
“if all the things you don't under-
stand about finance was to ba
end to end—like they say In the Bun-
day ‘features’ of your paper—they'd/
reach from here to Riacarda's chances '
of awingin' the Independent EBteelold
Company, An' that's a long »sight
farther than twice around tha world.
What I'm gettin' at Is this: 1 went
to work on the quiet an’ formed that!
Independent Combine., Then 1 gave
it to myself ns A present. It {s now
part of my U. B, Bteelold Company.
Orwlllbﬁnnmulelnlwlrl
the Legislature kick that Blacarda's
sura to put up*

“l seo now,” msald Caine, alipping
back into his armor of habltual eaim,
“and I take off my hat to you, Con- ——
over, you missed your ealling when
you falled to go Into the safe-break-
ing profession.”

“There's more money in busineas”
replied Conover, stmply. "But now )
maybe you won't Iy awake nights
worryin' over your Bleelold stock. If
It was worth 170 2-56 this morning t'll
be quoled al 250 befors the month is
Ouf.“

“1 don't wonder you aren't afraid of
this afternoon’'s ordeal” obsearved
Calne, “but Blacarda la on the Board
of Governors,™

"8, pre you, for that matter” sald
Conover, “and I gueas the vote of the
man who's made rich by Steelold will
palr off with the vote of the man
who's broke by 1"

“Aroe you ready?' asked Calne,
rising.

“No, I'm going to stop at Desiras's
for a faw minutes, first. I want to tel]
her about my winning out aguinst the
Blacarda crowd. She knows Bla-
carda*”

“I::u s!lm hm;‘w :Iunu?"

of wall as sahe knows Blacarda, I .

1ess, An' neither of ‘em emough to ‘4"

e ‘spocially Int'rested. But she likes |
to hear about things I've done. I'll
Just drop ‘round there on my way,
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Join vou later at the club.” Ol.l‘ﬂu’ beloved by them In future?” money that Bheviin left?” —was 1o him a mystery. Contentedly  Both turned at the wonder-inspired,
“I'll walk as far as her door with a r';::lnrl ﬁm?h |n-|lwml cup with  “Surel You don't s'pose I'd waste devold of taste though he was, the sulphurous monosyllable,  Desirce
you, if you lke sugmested Caine, Not =robin of thelr names on it. my own cash on ‘em? man dimly realized the charm of the Jerked the curtain awide, revealing &
sathering up his hat and stick “Then ot Just at first, unyhow, So don't ‘What a clumay Jinr you arel” ob- place and the duinty perfaction of Ita stacky amall boy, very red of face
I &0 o8 AGE 568 whulll e e Sith 'Alllll any worry on me. The club’s served Caine, admiringly, appolntment, That Desires hnd ac- He was clutehing a blus bath robe
B rots, Datore. (ha Mssting only he first step, anyhow, The real “What are you drivin' at?" de- complished this In no way astonished about him and had no apparent alm
T3 AOn't Took SOTwArd to conrclr?g" zl:'ll'lll ‘l.llbli to come when I take an- mt_l‘udx:d Conovcr.‘ him. For ho belloved her quite capa. in Jife save to escape from the situss
eT. Only this: The wills and some ble of any minor mirpcle. Hut In It tion in which his involuntary explo-

many of them Into sunity, Thet bear
a pltifully strong family resemblance
to the late lamented Bourbons, They

“Festina lente!” counselled Calne, other documents filed at the Hall of all he took ide t i
“People have a way of forgeiting a {““";’r"' n‘"‘ﬁ copled by our men and 1uo!fau:n:v m‘n?: (‘:I'I"Il':l::"I:‘ P u‘\f_-l“l:}::l ::Lr:’::, hmim' mae down,
- . " *
. man |s nouveau riche as long ns he Kkept on file In our office. I happened ufmdon;: :‘,,_ m,l' ,n‘l:h,.m‘u make Dey,” he pleaded. "I just happened
and™ 4 a room look so nice without a wingls to ha in aat—-] was on the way Lo
o soon as he forgets it. Is it dis- the other day and 1 ran across a co woing 0 ¥
“And they go your Bourbon mang creet to ask what Lq:u: Hhm’i?n thlnli:u of old Sheviin's will. There '"P: “'il"l' GE OReR A MW RN Wi any- RAN MY S A e e s
one better,” supplemented Conover, of all this? Is she in sympathy with Oertificate of effecta with it. He left where, Hut why did you get those was—an' [ heard Mr. Conover say
“hy never havin' known anything to your soclal antics—I mean ‘ambl. Just $1,100, or, to be accurate, dull old tiles for your mantel? 1 about havin' & million, An'—an'=I
start with. Maybe I can give ‘em an tlons? ™ $1.008,75.% :;':uﬂ?.'}ﬁ, .‘kinlu-d at payin’ for the spoke without thinkin"."
idea or two, though, before we're done. " ' “Well? chnllanged Conover,™ il lle had been edging toward (he
I used to hoss Dago section Bands, pewes thoucis 1o, Poe T . whad . “Well™ echoed Caine, “the rest of To-day Conover guve leas than stair:fool as he talked. Now, Anding
you know."” stand for 1. You soe, not boin' plg 18 hoise where Miss Bheviin lives, usual homage to the apartment. Hs the lower step behind him. he fied
“You'll find this Job Father more AGd &s wine AB Some of the Gramito NOT tWO servanis and her food must Was Ao to tell lis owner his won- upmand on pattering, desperase il
aiMeult, T fancy. A gariiok-haloed folks, she's fallen into the habit of COMe 1o several times thal sum each derful tidings, and he chafed at her “Toor Bllly!" laughed Desiree,
woction hand is h lamb compared fo thinkin' I'm just about all right. Ity JCAT: to sey nothing of the expenses ACIAY W APFeTin, At last she came “He's an awfully good little chap,
some of our hard-shell club gover- kind of nice to have some ons feel 29 the support of the aunt, who lives —the one person on earth who eould But he will liston. 1 can't broak Bim
nors, Why do you want to stay in that way about you.” with her. None of those are on the have kept Calch Conover walting, of it”
Ihﬂ‘ elub, anyhow? It seems to “You seem to return the compll- .rt'l:rplll":;nu::?ru r"’i‘o‘: ‘n";:ul‘}; ::::1:: t-l"l:h::}t‘;mrlng. B A omeoRs Sox waybo I“clolu‘ld." b v Canover,
m?‘ln the first place, because 1 won't m':';. mland?:‘};ct: ﬂh:;:l?\lm-lf l:r:l.tr:':: fifty ‘pointa In my sdmiration when “I'm sorry I waas so long,"” she began at ‘Yh""u:“:“ ““:‘:-. nl-.::":ngighu?i::
auit. Providence loves n bulldog, but to an exnuisite bit of animate Bovies Ifrﬁsd _Lh:\:“vtlll. ho? SuR's ey 48 45 sho brushed the CUriaile A0 aRd NOIRIRG DUt KINENSS (W8 any Kood
T ‘hates & quitier In the second ehina. I'n 1ying back to WALGh fOF 5o aftel of ins. And o) sheop, Ite hurried In, “but Dilly and T couldn't where ho is conoarned.!
place I want to feel I've as much right the time when some acared Youth e S L And as sha dossn't Sgree on the joys of tubbing. I'd hate _“Ever try & bale-alickT suggesisd
B e T e Ih Rarriinl's Gomae 1o 8ok YOUF AETS 10 oMy (o o o O e i s 10 Phen SAyhISK Sn MOEN 60 be Sacse Culsh,
A e faah wy Wiy his hees “:: rher' :lemlh:l: nolnthoulrttohh-:r his bath, Now you've had some good “That will do!™ she reproved. ""Now,
Steelold shuffle ought to put me some- “What's that? snarled Conover, $1 mr&ualnd ;mww 1wefn cer a ‘i{‘. luck! (ilorioy Iy sCramptious rood [ want to hear more about Bieelold.
whera in the milllon class, AN gtopping and “;ﬁ’wﬂ_‘n el Vs I:I n'“‘h !ll o rl.llli 3 8 luck! 1 can tell by the way your Poor Mr. Blacarda! It's pretty hagor-
there's more to come, Lots of it. I'm glean-cut l'II‘rure at lul‘sl.r.il;n.a A B!e ntgrh-r}n:;uunu;:u'l::'!:‘k%':wnll.!:: :?.:Lufh-':n}.' n‘:'! :‘h“wmi Yol {7 cus far him. fso’y T
a vullroad prea‘'dent, too. The C. G.  “Don't get axcited,” laughed Calne, a pirate ke you can teally once in ﬁnonﬁy pnr?u’;dl:;?e:;‘:n;‘:}h:nd Y:l: “If hagorous means he's got it In
& X. l= a punk littie one-horse rall- “You can't expect as lovely and lova- “ life wive somctiing for nothing. haa happenad, Tan't 1t ereunrl‘nfﬁ:uﬁ the hack, W ia"
road; but some day I'll make it cover ble a girl as Desiree Sheviin to live o's the house, Don't forget you're to know that? I ought to write It up: Hagorous, explained Desires.

this whole Btate. The road was on and die an old mald, If you're so op- due at the olub in fifty minutes” F ar | e . loftlly, “means anything horrid. I
itw lent logs when I got hold of it. and posed to this lrnauumr; sultor T've Conover, red, cunl‘u-m{ ANEry, mum- H:fr‘ilo‘lt nll l;':lll.'t I'i'.ln‘.."'n !‘t:r:::w::.rr know, biecause I made It up, 1% such
I'm moking it what I choose to, Now, gonjured up, why not marry her your- bled g word of goodby and ran up the when you're burating with uews & comfort to make LUp words. Be-
nx o man with all that eash—nand a gelf?™ stopa of o pretty cottiage that stood In Pleass he good and tell me, ls It o8USe than, YOu 886 YOU 8B VS
vaiirond president, to boot—why ain't  wMarer?  That Kid? Me? sput- |18 own grounds Jjust off the atreet anything abour Steelold them meanngs as you go alon. It
I entitled to line up with the other ,...4 Conover, “Why, I'm past thirty they were traversing. “It's all about Htseloid,” ha an- saves A lot of bother, Did you ever
big bugs of Granite? Tell me thut. gn- _4n ghe aln't twenty yot. Ho- (ilne watched the Fighter's bulky swered. “I've won out—I've inade iny try L2

They dont want me, maybe? Well gaes I'm a daddy to hor, If I hear of forin vanish within the doorway. pilsl” "No," snld Conover, apologetically,
'l make ‘em want me bafors I'm you or any one eise quesrin’ that kid’s Then he lighted a frosh clearntte aud She caught both his hands 1n hers “T'M afrald 1 never did4, Maybo I
done, Till then they'll take me go,anegn for me by any such fool talik ntrolled on. with a mosturo almost awkwnurd n ©0uld, though, It 1t°d make a hit with
whether they wu-r.n me or not, Aln't pe—— U] wonder,® he raminated, “what its happy (mpulsivencss, youw. Dut you wers talkin' about
that sound logle?™ “Hor father was wise n appointing hin growing st of financinl vietima “Oh, I'm g0 giad! So glad!™ ahe Blacarda. You adn't wastin' sym.

vAs sound as o dynamite cartridge.” you her guardion,” mocked Caine, “In would say If they knew that Brule gried. “Tell me!™ pathy on him. are you'?

loughed Caine, “You'ra a paredox! the absence of man-eating bLlood. Uonover worships ns Ideslly and rev- Boyishly, bluntly, sagerly, Conover “I'm sorry for any one that gets the
No, ‘paradox’ isn't a fighting word, so hounds or a regiment of cavalry, ©rently as a Galahad at the shmne of repoatod his story, worst of 1t. But'—

don't scowl. You have the Midas. you're an jdeal Dragon. I remember 0 lttle fiower-faced ninalren-year. His forid fuce waa allght, enthu- “But no sorrler for Blacarda than

zift of making everything you touch old Bhevlin. A first rate contractor old girl? Dut' he added, in dismine« pigam welinigh choking bim, Hhe you would be for anybody elae?™
turn to solld cash, and making two and ward politician: but the last sort Inx the quaint theme, "no one of thom heard him out with an excltument  "Of course, not, Why™"
dollars grow where one mortgage of man to have such a daughter, As nll would bo half so surprised to know almost as great as his own A4 he "He oomies hers a lot. Twice I've

blunk formerls hloomed. You have for Billy, now—he's tha model of his it za Conover himaelf!" fintshed aho clappaid her hands with a met him here, [a ho stuck on you?"
the secret of power, AAd, with it all, father. A tougher litile chap und o ———— little laugh of utter delight “T think he 12"
von stoop to erawl under the canvas eater contruatl to his alster could (‘HAPTER II “Oh, aplendid!” ahe exciaimed, “No “] guess most people are™ sighed
in to the Sorial Oirous. Feet of clay!™ hardly be imagined.” oy = one but you would ever have thought Caleb, I don't blame him, so long

Caleh glanosd furtively at his broad, *Hhe lgkou after hep mather™ ex. The (:ﬂ'l'. of !t. It'a"=her fush of pleasure as you don't care about him, Yon
slhilning boots, thon, disdaining the ale plained Conover, pumu,‘;‘ mightily at a ONOVER loungsd b oy and }'Iel.illp[ momrnuﬁ_ly. to a locik of don't do yon?" he finishind, anxioualy.
lusion as past his discernment, an- ;:rr';l:‘l:;‘!ru{‘.;m'mﬁ;r..md l;\lf.;:-.'-rl T:1_.rg C Torth (5 tho nretiy S ve- :m.”,,;.du' Eu::‘,u_”_",“ perfectiy— d.,“”.a‘:“, Bandeeton” Whe oLSIEVED:
EwWEred: N ] opla, hear. 4 > jonest, i i QInurery.

ot P . Namad her girl lesiree, Freneh ception room of Dexsires “It'n businesas,” he repliad, “In hot*

It's my own game and I play it a8 pame, Kind of pretiy nawe, too, Died Shevlin's houss, haiting now _“That's the same thing, | surpese®  *Well—pretty handsoms.™
I plan to. In one year from now you'll when Bllly woas born. [ s'pose that's sho suid, much relleved, “And you' "l he?"
seo folkis wakin' me to the same houses why the boy wus named for his dad and then to glance with Lo 57" o= o i "Ha's—L've hoard girl 0"
where yow've bheen invited ever minee jnutead of being ocalled Pe-air or Duzzled approval at some item of fur- “A million anyway. And you ||"— '-H:“]:' Nie ."~rrr;17|;n“,lr1“- red
your grandfather held down the job jJuzeppy o mome other furren trade- pishings. The room=—the whols houss ‘:llc-‘l“"; ' ‘ ' cheelts, oll 't'.u:}l I( hair and om like
of ‘Iirst Landowner* h‘m:n in the Rev- mark, That's why he's tough too. - - v 1 \,-.. iple og‘ r-.n;-.r n:npl!" it
ohjtion, See it 1 don't. Destree was brought up, Billy's bring- “No,* corrected Desiree, judictally.

“Did you ever chance to read Long- jng himssl Bame osn [ did, It's
fellow's poem ahout the rabbl—Ben tr}h: best u;::ﬁ' a bo; :mnl hu:\re. ‘Sn
Levi—who ‘*touk the Kingdom of [ jet bim go his own guit, an' 1 pay
Hoedaven by viglenee? ™ queried Calne, for the windowa he amashes,”

“I don't rend rhymes. Tdfe's tod  “How did Old Man Shevlin happen
short. What happened to him™ to lecve you guardian of tha twao
“He duin't have a partioularly ehildren? Hadn't he any relatives?
pleasant time of |4, as | remember, In “None but the aunt the kids live

“More ke chocolate ples There'a

ARE YOU i ol R
ONE OF THE MANY THOUSAND PEOPLE WHO ARE READING | [musint run him down. He's very nieo
THE EVENING WORLD’S g T o R
Complete Novel Each Week? /" miiuuii o wn ra

fact, I bolieve the pngels Jolned in o with, A - { icht o) 4 -
symphonie climor for 'h‘llJ axpulsion, . 1I'd hl’l\fll."l?l;..if:'ﬂ ':k?;:ili“:h.unw.””&”n: l It not, you are rebbing yourself of the richest fistion treat ever ":H-]!;‘:.N:':: I’;‘l-‘:llf'lu‘fu “tl:::;d U:"::!EJ
Nor unlike the very worthy governors have. Convent school, musie an' fur- offered to the (eaders of a newspaper, you say ulm‘.:u-n he anked vo‘ul" .
of the Arireek Country Club* ren lingoes an® all that rot, An' «he's The Evening World, avery week, prints a novel by seme famous F --".-..'-,,,- face gvta such a curlous
YH'm!" aniffed Conover, n high cens worth It 't puyin' the Hawardens, author, These novels ars (ssued complate in gix large dally instalments shade of ﬁm;--nu when  you are
!Nnkt:!. e 14 h}m :tahb: person had too, on the sly, Lo get her into &' loty: Thoy are selectad with & view te suiting the tastes of all readers. wngry, Caleb,” mused Desires, ob-
touk the trou lo of postin’ himself on Into houses where hor [oliks couldn’t o And the tremendous suceess of the plan has long boen demonatrated. serving him critieally. har head on
t.h?::“;u':':t“‘-ﬂ“ﬁ':.:-; t!;':: :.'l;:gll:‘l:':ﬂ::(: L in, to save thelr souls. Keop that In The Evening Waerld's “COMPLETE NOVEL EACH WEEK” oho side, “PAnt |t docsp't match your
B Eint eowad sute .'l::l'o.:nihout Billy 1 series is the foremcat work of such “best-ssller” authory as Mobery W, haly W Hittle "",l_lli"i"l-ﬂ "'L‘_""r'\"“"';‘r‘;"'
“So that's the line you're golng 1o  *That's no concern of mine. He ]| Chambers, Mary Roberts Rinehart, Rupert Hughes, James Oliver Cur- LUt 11 soevy. T tald him 1. couidn’t
take with the movernors? I'm glod T gets his clothes an' grub an’ goes to woed, Morgan Robartson, Margaret Widdemer, Georgs Randalph Ches- murry him, of course” ;
dechided to be thers. It ought to prove public school. I[t's all any boy's got tor, Louls Joseph Vance, Edgar Rice Burroughs and many others of “Good work!"  spproved Caleb
amusing But you don't seem to real- a right to ask” eual celebrity. “What'd he suy then?” '
fee thit sven I you win, vou won't he “Then you're Aning all this on tha e "l(o-—hr-:'ulur! I i'd try to look

]
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on him as a brother—'a dear brother,” Bort of man that's so stiff he nevar

[ 1,11 R unbenda till he's broke.™
She broke off with a reminiscent “1 think I've met him"” reflected
u:m_., Dosires, “Doesn’t he look just a little
Woll, what did you say? Hhe n rall? Groy and long and money

"U'm afraid | was & little rude. —with a sort of home-made face"

Mut | didn't menn to be. I'd heard a And one eye that toes In just «
nmumarndlg.“u- h-un'm;'or in llllu ”':Ii litele ™
ner., 8o 1 told him § d really b “That's the ran” nned (i?’.b.
any uss for a brother—a ‘dear high approval, “'I‘hr'r:". two muu
brother' —! could reach right bahind fnanciera: the thick-necked, -
the divan and get ome, Mo stalked faced kind, with cheosta that have
over to the divan, And sure enough slipped down, and the cold gray kind.
| thore, behind the cushions, was BUIY. Gray hair, gray eyes. gray skin, lr-y
all wudged up in & litle heap clothes an’ gray mustachs, ray
Ho'— = souls, too. That sert naver take on
YAll—what 7" usked the perplexed welght. An® there's just anough hu-
Conover, pausing jn the midst of & manness in thelr faces o put you In
Homerle guffaw. mind of the Nerth Pale. ank the
“Wudged! Al wudged up—Iilk8 Lord, I'm one of the thick, red bresd.”
this"—crumpling her tan Ongers Inte  “Do you mean all over or Just your
a white, compact lttle bunch. “Mr. head ™" queried Desi Innocen
Placarda was very angry. He went ghe glanced at hin stiff, sarroty Y
away.” “Oh, it's awtully nice of you to lau
Bha foined for an Instant in Con- 4t my poor little jokes, [ won
over's laughter; then shecked herself what you'd do if you ever met a
with a atamp of her fool really clever woman?

“Biopl” she ordered. “I'm a Hitle ooy 1A begin Agarin’ out

H

beast to behave so, He—cared for supid she'd Ll
me, He asked me to marry him. .. frame up lhe?ut af
There ought to be something sacred {.?“' he answered, simply. “You see,

in all that, And here I am making = .
fun of him. Caleb, ploase say some- ., """' 'T‘."'"‘:#'mltl IMIIbl'l'.
thing to make me more ashamed.” “As "l i .d' 5;"‘:
“You're all right, girll” chucklied . 'M:":: 'N' h.:, Ll
Calgb, in huge delight, “Poor pink- { e e tmm s
an'-white Blacarda! You were"— “" 't-! A A 0 he's
“1 wasn't! 1 ought to be whipped KT0S0FW. o “"mﬂ-bw| 8 in & bad
for telling you, Hut—but, somehow, ":,'“: and he's lu to nnd‘ mae.
1 seem to tell you everything Hon- fut '7""“.!”:’ l;'“ﬂl to discount
ently, 1 wouldn't tell any one slse. MLE N ST &

Honeatly! You know that, don't Just mso. He noods me. An'-l
yout* ?::1; mlm"‘ rN’ot only hrute-dlr. b
“] know you're the whitest, bright- plan T've been thinkin' over.
est, Jolllest kid thatl ever happened.” N;' "1:"“' could help you with Blm.
returned Conover, "bul you needn't | o me 'l'h“ daughter, ty, ones or

bother abouy B fwon‘l. tell A an. oy say she’s engaged
Now I've got to get oul. r. Caine. Mrs. Hawarden tells me
“Aren't you going to take me for a they've been In love with sach other
walk or & drive or anything? (t's GVer since she stopped playing
stich & gorgeous day, and it's o early, dolls. I should have hated to
Almost as sarly as It ever gota to be” TR dolls just In exchange for Mr.
¥l can't, worse luck!™ said he. "I've “aine.  Are there any more gov-
kot & woasly appointment at the Ara- "!"0"”
reok. An° besides—say, littlo girl, 1 ‘A few. None that you know, I
don't know Abuul walking or driving muat be off. Now, numl::f ”‘l

g
z 332

g

g

3

more.” aren't to worry, It's all
"‘El?.'.{::l'“, I!:oll:ll-l:: “t::" u"ha In tg: g.n
Lint 1 1 explain. Now that " o mo t
Mrw u:n.nnun'o Look such o taney to ¥Ind. But it len't, Arareak’s

] n lnntl

you an' took you up an’ chuap.roned alnt 't lﬂmm‘r? gonnllf. En'”n‘:

you to places where I'd be chased 0Ut |y g0 Dayy an' tmes liks that the

[with & broom—aw all that—well, YOU 13,0 oople always show up. Tt's a

got invited to big folks huuu,. That's wood thing to belong. Besides, a ”I‘

(how you met Biacarda, was't it? 'h" ler goty lota of new experience by

(travels with the gold-shirt crowd. j,.ni5 5 sountry elub, r instanc.

{Now, that crowd don't care AbOUt M 1 novar knaw what reel lonesome.

They will, some day. But they 400'L o0y waa 111l [ went to a fow of thoir

yet. An' if youre seen around with & [ qies Days an Field Days. | might

|rank outsider like me—Ivli—it may us well a' baen on & dewert faland.”
kind of make ‘em (hink you're Lhe  «You poor boy! M's & burnius
suine sort | nm.ml;n' LIIAI»:J. Jbe liable shame! Why do you'"—

o quuer r?ll wi _,n - “Oh, It aln't always goin' to bhe like
“&nluh Conover! that, Don't be mrry':bou; It ¥
He stopped, thoroughly uncomforta- whin "am inte shape before I'm done, *

ble, yei vaguely klad of having eased  The souring, clear song of a canary

his mind of its worry for har pros- broke in on his hoost, Beginning

pects. Bhe was frowning up At him with a faint, barely andible teill, 10

‘with all the menacing fercelty of an rose In & glorious, plercing erescendo

Angora kitten, of melody, huni vibrat aenlad
“Caleb Conover!™ ahe repeated, in Whole octave. then ceased as abruptly

!stern rebuke. “Aren't you sshamed? as it bad begun.

JAren't you ashamed? Bay you are! Caleb turned toward the window

Now go and stand in the corner, If batween whose ourtalns swung

1 ever hear you talk that wny about cape, The occupant. a ball of galden

yourself again—why, Calab! We're fluff, barred ~ith gray-green, hopped

chums, you and L. Don't you know self-importantly from perch to percl,
that I'd rather have you than all thoss bervously delighted with the man'

?:utphbpu‘l. wmll:‘n]ﬂ Now la.llk very scrutiny.
st about something else, or I won't  “Hello!” sald Conover, “When'

gt my tempar back agnin. What's ya .

your appaintment aboutt* :nr:-_"'ﬂ PRRET ¥ JOONr W Mim=ie
“At the Arareck ™ ho asked, falllng  ““He came yesterday,” explained De-

in. as ever, with hor lightning change slres. “lan‘t ha a little dariing? Jacl
of mood. "Oh, nothing much, It's a Hawarden sent him to me."”

mesting of the Board of Clovernors. “*T'hat kid® You don't mean to sav

There's n man In the club who got in he's stuck on you, too? Why, he's

by influenoa bafors they nnilu’olun harely twenty-one an' he can't sarn

what sort of a punk feller ha was hia own livin'"

An’ now they've called a meeting te “It's a real pleasure, Caleb, to hear

pee about kickin® him out. Thers's Your fulsome pralse of the men 1 ﬂ

to be A vote on it. An' ha's to ap- Pen to know, First Mr,

pear bafore ‘em to-dny to dofend hime. 4nd now"——

nelf. Not quite re'lar in elub hy- “That's what's called ‘sarcasm.

Inwn, Caina tells me, Put that's Ain't (17 aaked Conover, 1 dida't

what's to be done. They say: ‘his fmean to rile you. [ guess

businesy methods bring disrepoots on awarden's all rlght—as far's

the club’ That's the sp'oifie charge, ¢t him learn to be, What's the

[ baleve' ua:l‘:‘:; ?Dr':.lo:'t hlr:lhl hl;c 31!‘:'
ey ¢ ¥ ad you thouwht of one

all Fl‘t:;tnt:!u‘ AR A, Sut 4588 W ?'IIE!?! mer I'O:tm ‘Su'alohg do ™
“"Nothin‘—axcept , aleb’s grin xenuinoe delight at

ﬂm::.* o i 'm the shrinkin’ |\, suggestion made her add quickly,
“You! Is {t—a Joke? with more tact than truth:

*Not an me., I'll fix It all right “T wish I'"d thought of that befors,
Don't you worry now. 1 muldn'fha' How silly of me not to! For, you

1 . t . nee, he's already now.*
l‘?jlaw:;:"nu.l.?m it if I hadn't known "Oh, he i3, hey™ sald the dl 2
“You're sure™ fitted Conover. “Who named him?

“Of scurss | am. What chanos has 'laWarden?
tiat bupch of mutton-heads against , N0 Billy and L His name's Sleg-

any one with man's size brains in his 'ﬂ."d Mickey."
skull? Bure. Ul win, Now, don't L0 DAt & crazy nime for &'

look ke that, Dey. It breaks me “Yew, wan't (17T That's why T Mk
ril 4p (0 have you biue, 1 tell you {0 MUY wanied to ealt M
M ’ Mickey.' afte
d § hiuve, And | wanted to call him
“:l»"'l'm are the Governors®™ friedl  Ho we compromised on %::
our friend Rlacarda is one” fricd Mickey. He's a dear, He knows

“Oh! That's bad"™ M Sleg
"n;:l_v Nl“im. one vote. And ;’;lﬂl;u’l " :ﬁdnr;m:*:;r:"dy. Peg’t you 1
another. He's on my slde o ham  pha bied, thus adjursd, ma
;;‘,“"" tl;"”.! with those people than 4 y.verely tl!ll‘l-vn)l’ﬂlliitlal.dumil:‘l:::’:‘“
.J.l-.nr A “Heo!" triumphed Desires. *Silence
1 wander why yvou and Mr. Caine gives assent, Heo's a heavenly lttls
ara such friends, There nover wore singer, Why, anly this morning ha

twa other men aa difforent,” sange nearly all the first bar of *The
“He owns the blegest noospaper in Death of Awe'"
Granite, an' he balongs to one of the “The which ™

top-noteh families, Bo he's & power _ “"The Doath of Ase’' 1In the Peer
in his own way, for all ho's sueh an Cynt suite, you know.™
odd fNsh, ‘'Eccentrie’ thay ecall It “Oh, yes! Of eourse. Sure!™ mum
don't they? Why do we travel to- hled Caleb, hastily. "I was thinkin'
gother? That lazy, don't-cure way of of soma other feller's suite. An' he
hisw and hia triok of twistin' sentences Sang that, did he? Clever little cuss!™
upalide-down an’ then callln’ ‘em ‘epl- “Wasn't he, thoueh? And be'd oal:
grioms' i kind of amoosin’. Healdes, "enrd ma play It ones®™
he's of use to me. Thal explalne my “Pretty hard thing to sing, too!”
side of It I'm of use to him, That “Caleb Conover' she rebuked, »
explaine his, He'll more'n offsst Bla- ©0ld admonition. “"Look at me! Ny
capdn™ in the eyes! Thare! Now, how often
"Who ars tha rest?™ have I told you mot to make belleve®
“Hawarden's one, Husband of your Y0V treat me just as if I was a child
chap-rone frisnd ”“‘lw de you pratend to know abou:
gh 1 wiah I'd known! I'd dave _'he Death of Ase' you dear oid sim

daked Wap Kot ; ple humbug? Don't you know 1 al
“1 don't think 1t's nec'ssary.® evaded WAYY find you out whea you ¥ ———

Caleh, “He'll be all right | wuess” "1 didn't want you to think | wase'
“1 dtdn’t know you knew him.* up on the things that Int'rest you
“No more 1 4o But I've an idea %irl." he pleaded. “It's rotten to feal

be'll vate tor me. you've got to talk down Lo me every

“Just the same 1 wish Ud asked ''™® you speak about mualg or litter.
Mrn Hawarden to make him do |t Cheor or those things An‘—Lord!
Bhe's heen wo nice to me I'n sure DUL I do hate to st on whea I dea®
she'd hove done me one more favor™ IIII‘dPrlIMd things.
“Nice to you, is she? Reelly nice?" ‘You understand more of the
“she's & dear. Just fthink of a ::‘I‘:.i'llo—-l;hn.n “ﬂ‘l‘“w e -
waoman in her poaltion huming me aut \ 1 Iod.‘u‘!N w man  altve,
and making ftriends with me and L0 Procey S -’r and
asking me all the time to her house TUR 0N, oF you'll be tate o't
and Introducing me to peapla who to stap on the back and let me
wouldn't otherwise have sven poked :‘fﬂnh':nm:m' the lons eat Daalel ar
me with a sllver-handled umbrellal ™% 00 e M
Niea? | should think she was!" Eats the Hone? [ den't know =
wyen drawled Conover, solemnly, Dan'l was, but this ain't poin’ to be
9] puess she musi be, Old Reuben Kind of a show, NN just Be &
Standiah 18 one of the Governors, too, XN’ contest. An' | never
Know him?T President of the Aaron 12 play the al rale
Hure Hank, Hig soolety bug, tradip’ Ho you can figger out whotl
on fam'ly that's dead an' fortune &n° whe'll pet the job of killea®

thit's dribbled through ba fingera. (To', Be Continued.)




